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Summary 


As her escort finally appears and she gets into the carriage, she already makes a decision on 
the perfect way to really smear some dirt onto the Eckharts' reputation. 


Notes 


TW/CW: suicide, suicidal thoughts 


This story features OG! Penelope. No game system, no Leila whatsoever. I put this here 
because it seems | can't put additional tags if I upload through my phone. 


No Beta. English is not my first language so sorry for any grammatical mistakes. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Penelope is tired. 


She has tried her best to be what they want her to be; a dignified noble's daughter - the 
Eckhart's princess - but all of her efforts seem to never satisfy them. The Duke, so cold and 
aloof, always punishes her whenever she makes a ruckus. He doesn't even bother to check or 
ask Penelope about what actually happened, believing what his sons and the butler tell him. 
The oldest son, Derrick, is always in fear of Penelope tarnishing the family's reputation, 
always making sure that Penelope says sorry to save the family's dignity, never believing her. 
The second son, Reynold, is always throwing insults and eagerly making Penelope mad. His 
snide remarks always follow Penelope, reminding her that she is, at the end of the day, not 
their sister, and never will be. 


She tries to remember the first time the Duke took her to the mansion. How happy she was, 
knowing to no longer need to beg and scrap foods from the streets. The Duke also said that 
she would have two nice older brothers. They will like you, he said. And Penelope believed 
that. She believed him. But looking at her life now, she can only scoff and pity her younger 
self, not knowing that what seemed to be a dream ended up as the beginning of her 
nightmare. 


She looks out to the spacious yard of the Eckhart's mansion from her bedroom window. She 
can see the maids walking back and forth, busy taking care of the house. As she looks a bit 
far ahead, she can see the Eckhart knights practicing sword fighting. 


Looking at the people below, she can feel some feelings akin to rage building up inside her 
chest. The knights never respect her. They never see her as their master. In fact, no one is 
willing to be her personal knight. Whenever Penelope goes out of the mansion, she always 
has to wait a bit because all the knights are making a raffle on who will be her escort for the 
day. She is actually willing to go out by herself, but alas, her oldest brother never allows her 
to do so, saying something along the lines of protecting the honor and reputation of the 
family's name as the reason. So she can only wait until a knight, grumbling and showing clear 
distaste of having to accompany her, shows up and helps her get into the carriage. 


And the maids. Oh, the maids. How many times has she woken up to pricking pains on her 
arms? The moldy bread, rotten soup that she is forced to eat lest she will get hungry? The 
cold water that freezes her skin? The cutlery that can barely hold a spoonful of food? The 
indifference and cold demeanor of the butler who never acknowledges her with a proper 
title? 


So yes, she is tired. 


She gets up from her seat and rings a bell to summon her personal maid, Emily, to prepare 
everything for an outing. Yesterday was her last day of being confined in her room; a result of 
her throwing a cup of tea to Lady Kellin. And as per usual, the Duke called for her as soon as 
he heard what happened, scolded her, and punished her. All without bothering to find out that 
Penelope acted so just because Lady Kellin and her friends had thrown insults to her first. 
One of the ladies even dared to make a scalding comment about the Duke's decision to adopt 
her. 


I wonder if the Duke actually has gone insane, to bring such a lowly peasant like you to the 
esteemed Eckhart family, she had said, and Penelope saw red. 


But of course, the backstory didn't matter to them, or to everyone, as what they see is only an 
uneducated girl that throws tantrums and not knowing her manner and place in high society. 


Her musing is broken as she hears her door opening and she sees Emily bowing to greet her. 
Penelope gives her instructions and the maid bows again and leaves to do what she was told. 


Penelope sighs and walks to her desk. She takes out her coin pouch from her drawer and puts 
it in her dress pocket. She then takes her coat and puts it above her dress, all the while 
looking into the mirror to check for her appearance. Normally, the maids should do all of this, 
but what is normal for all noble ladies is not the norm for Penelope. The maids never help her 
prepare whenever she goes out, unless there is a big party or social function where she needs 
to keep her appearance. Penelope has resigned herself to this act, because she is afraid that 
protesting about this will only incite the Eckhart men's anger. Besides, before she entered this 
household, she liked to observe the ladies in one of the dress shops in the city. She and her 
friends sometimes took a peek from the windows, or if they were lucky, from the door of the 
fitting room after they sneaked in from the back door, to see the beautiful dresses and gowns 
worn and tried on by the ladies there. So getting ready by herself is not a big problem for her, 
and she actually enjoys it as she finds it quite therapeutic as she has time to focus entirely on 
herself, not caring about her reputation or what to do to please her father and brothers. 


She goes downstairs as soon as she is ready, and waits at the lobby as usual because she 
knows that her escort knight is most likely still being decided as of now. She looks around the 
hall and observes the paintings on the wall. There's one of the duke's, looking regal in his 
formal attire. Next to it is the painting of the duke and his wife, the Duchess of Eckhart. 
There's another of the Duchess only, looking beautiful with her lavish gown and beautiful 
pink hair not unlike Reynold and Yvonne's. Penelope unconsciously grabs a strand of her 
magenta hair. [f my hair is as pink as hers, will they be nicer to me? 


Her eyes then land on a portrait of the missing daughter of the Eckhart family. Yvonne 
Eckhart. Her pink hair is as beautiful as her mother's, and her bright blue eyes crinkle in a 
soft expression. [f only my eyes are as blue as hers, will they... 


Penelope shakes her head and stops the pitiful thoughts from invading her mind any longer. 
She turns her body and steps out from the mansion to her carriage, trying to clear her mind 
and strengthens her resolve. 


Yes, her resolve. 


During her latest confinement, she spent her time musing about her life in the duchy. All 
those years she spent were full of misery and bitterness. No one really accepted her or even 
treated her nicely. She always thought that it was all her faults; she was always not good 
enough to fulfill the family's expectations. But after some time, she realized that the faults 
were not really hers. What do you expect from an illiterate, street kid who had her life 
changed overnight? She needed time to adapt, yet they never gave her that. She made 
mistakes, yes, but how could she become better when all they did was not showing her the 
right way, but only punished her and not correcting her? All those years, she had lived in 
concealed inferiority and fears of being not good enough. She was always the mistake; a 
failure. 


So if she really is the failure, the one who kept tarnishing the noble Eckhart family's name, 
why not she really become one? Why not bring real shame, this time really because of her 
own actions, unprovoked by others? 


But how? 


And she got the answer. 


Last night, as she tried thinking of a way to do that, she remembered something from a few 
weeks ago. She and her family attended a funeral of a marquis family. The nobles were in 
mourning because the son of the marquis just suddenly passed away. His death was described 
as a result of a hereditary disease that he kept hidden for years, hence the absence of 
symptoms that made the people shocked. But what she had heard through the grapevines was 
that the son had actually taken his own life. It was said that the son, the heir of the family, 
was not strong enough to bear the pressure and expectations from his own family. 


Penelope remembered the hushed conversation between the Eckhart men after they sent their 
condolences to the lord of the house. 


What a shame. Taking your own life is a sign of cowardice. 


Such an act is so disgusting. 


To think such a man was going to be the head of the family. I can't imagine the future that he 
would bring if he ever became one. 


Penelope could only listen and make no comments. When she was still living on the street, 
suicide was a thing that she often heard happening in her surroundings. When one is so poor 
and can't afford anything to survive, is there any other way to end their suffering? God clearly 
didn't help them, let alone the government, so why bother? But listening to the conversation, 
Penelope gained a new perspective about taking your own life. That such an act is so 
shameful, to the point that one will make a fake story to cover it up. After all, nobles are 
perfect beings; to admit that they can't face their problems and resort to taking a shortcut is a 
disgrace to the family, and to the noble society. 


As her escort finally appears and she gets into the carriage, she already makes a decision on 
the perfect way to really smear some dirt onto the Eckharts' reputation. 


She feels the weight of the dagger on her waist, hidden safely between some layers of her 
dress. The sharp knife is tucked inside a scabbard decorated with rubies as fiery as her hair. 
The handle was gilded in gold, and on the blade is written a phrase: Aut inveniam viam aut 
faciam. Penelope was delighted when she found this particular dagger on her last outing, as 
she felt that it really resonates with her the most. Funny how life starts showing me some 
good things as Iam planning to end it. It is as if Fate nudges her towards it; that actually she 
is destined to die in this family. Because of this family. 


She takes a deep breath as she finally arrives in front of the dining room. It is time for their 
monthly family lunch. The Duke insists on having lunch together once a month as a family. 
Penelope was always looking forward to this event, as this is one of the rare occasions where 
every member of the family comes together and she uses it as a chance to make them like her 
more. It was futile, of course, because none of them could care less about how Penelope 
made a new painting or successfully mastered a difficult song assigned by her piano tutor. 
But now, it is time for her to be the uncaring one, as she has prepared a surprise for her 
family. 


After the butler announces her arrival and she is seated at her seat, the luncheon proceeds as 
usual. Penelope's dish, as always, is served with kids' cutlery as to hinder her in consuming 
her meal. All this time, she keeps quiet about this, but this time, she chooses to end it. She 
deliberately throws her forks and knife to the ground a few times, to the point that the family 
reprimands her. 


"Why are you acting like this? Stop it immediately!" The Duke scolds her. She can see that 
Derrick frowns at her behavior, and Reynold is already opening his mouth to maybe throw 
some insults, but she cuts him quickly. 


"Because my stomach hurts, Father." She answers. "I had flimsy toys meant for three years 
olds as cutlery, so I couldn't even eat any of my food. Isn't that right, Mrs. Head Chef?" 


She turns around to look at the woman in question. The woman is kneeling on the ground, 
face pale with the realization that all her deeds are finally exposed. She smiles at the 
expression and feels a sense of satisfaction seeing that. 


"Pennel." She calls. "Please escort the Head Chef out. I'm sure she needs some... time after 
all of this." 


"Ah- I- Very well. Yes, Milady." The stunned butler quickly springs into action and escorts 
the trembling woman out of the room. 


Penelope then looks at the Duke and his sons. She internally laughed at their incredulous 
faces. It seems that they can't believe such a thing can happen under their nose, and none of 
them realizes it. She can feel the stares of the maids and servants in the room; their faces are 
showing many kinds of expressions, either shocked or trepidation of what is going to come. 
After all, she is the Mad Dog of Eckhart, so this can't be the end. 


And they are right. As the occupants of the table just sit still in silence, busy processing what 
has just happened, Penelope ungloves her hands that are covered in silk. She waves her hand 
to call for a servant, and instructs him to bring a change of cutlery for her - this time the 
normal-sized ones. 


As she does so, she can hear a sharp gasp from behind her, the one that she knows belongs to 
Emily. She reaches for her glass, perfectly showing her blemishes to her family. This time, 
Reynold is the one who speaks out. 


"What are those?" 


Penelope's face frowns in confusion. "What do you mean?" She asks dumbly. Reynold 
actually gets up from his seat and grabs her bony hands so tightly, making her hisses in pain. 


"What are these?" He repeats, his face almost red in anger. He can see that Derrick and the 
Duke take a sharp breath as they also see what Reynold is pointing at. The red needle 
wounds, courtesy of Emily, are dotting her arms like a constellation of stars. The older ones 
that are already healed are also present in more bluish and brown colors. 


"Who did this?" Reynold hisses through his gritted teeth. "And how long?" 


Penelope snatches her arm from Reynold's grasp and rubs the place where his hand was to 
soothe the pain. 


"None of your business." She replies curtly. "It's not important anymore." 


"Not important?" The Duke's voice booms loudly. "Somebody dares to do this thing to an 
Eckhart! Penelope, have you got no dignity?!" 


"Father's right. You should be ashamed of your conduct." Derrick adds. "An Eckhart should 
not bow down to anyone, let alone letting someone do this kind of thing to them." 


A scoff is heard from Penelope. As usual, it's always family's dignity or family's honor for 
him. 


"Are you deaf? Tell us who did this! Now!" Reynold's angry shouts echo in the dining room. 
The Duke nods at his youngest son's words. 


"It's OK, Penelope. I'll make sure to give them proper punishment." The Duke clears his 
throat and beckons for Pennel, who already comes back to the dining room in the middle of 
the chaos, to come closer. "Make sure to do a thorough investigation about this. Question 
every single worker, especially those who take care of her personally. Report your findings to 
me directly and immediately." 


Pennel nods. "Understood, Your Grace." As the butler is going to return to his position near 
the door, Penelope speaks. 


"You don't need to do that, Father." Penelope's gaze bores to the old butler. "Because there's 
only one maid who attends to me personally, so no need to waste your time and resources for 
an investigation," she explains, "Isn't that right, butler? You know it already. The culprit, I 
mean." 


A loud sound is heard from behind Penelope's seat. Everybody turns around and sees Emily 
groveling on her knees, her body quivering like a leaf. 


"I'm deeply sorry, Milady! Please forgive me!" Her voice is trembling, and Penelope can see 
some tears running down her face. "I know what I did was terribly wrong, and no amount of 
words or actions from me can change it, but please, I beg for your forgiveness!" 


"So it's you? How dare you!" 


"Reynold, stop! Derrick, Pennel, hold him!" 


"Young master Reynold!" 


Penelope tears her gaze from the din that is happening around her, and lets out a long sigh. At 
long last, she can finally bring some justice for some of the wrongdoings that were inflicted 
on her. 


Everyone is so busy trying to stop Reynold from attacking Emily - even the Duke also 
participates, trying to drill some sense into the stubborn head of his second son - that no one 
notices Penelope gets up from her seat and starts walking to the end of the dining table. The 
slightly decorated seat looks so inviting and comfortable to her, and so she sits there, not 
before drawing her dagger out from her dress. She hums a tune - a nursery rhyme sung by her 
mother whenever she has trouble sleeping - and takes the blade out from its scabbard. 


"Penelope?" A voice calls out to her, and she finds the Duke and the others look at her as she 
is sitting and unsheathing a dagger. "Penelope, what are you doing?" 


She keeps humming the tune as she caresses the sharp edge with a finger. A drop of blood 
immediately forms because of the cut, drawing sharp gasps from the spectators. 


"Oi, stop it, you fool! Give that to me!" Reynold, who is held down by Derrick and some 
male servants, breaks free from their grasps and marches down to her. Penelope swears his 
face is etched with worry, but she puts that thought away and points the dagger at Reynold. 


"Don't come closer." She says, still sitting on the Duke's seat. "Stay there." 


He stops, but then he speaks, "Or what?" Reynold taunts her. "You're going to hurt me? I bet 
you don't even have the strength to do that." 


Penelope hums, observing the scene before her. The Duke's face is pale, and she sees that 
Derrick looks at her as if she has grown two heads on her shoulder. The butler, maids, and 
servants are keeping quiet, maybe shocked at this turn of event. In all her tantrums before, 
she never does this. It was always shouting and screaming and slapping. Never this. 


"You know, that sounds appealing, hurting you." Penelope speaks. "Especially remembering 
what you've done to me... years ago." 


Reynold's body becomes rigid. His face turns a bit paler as she speaks to Penelope, "What do 
you mean?" 


"The necklace incident, remember? You framed me." Penelope answers calmly. Somehow, 
remembering the event this time doesn't make her angry anymore. "I always knew, brother ." 


"You knew... ?" Reynold asks in disbelief. From the back, Derrick approaches him and 
frowns, "What does she mean? Was it all a lie? She didn't do it?" He questions his brother, 
who only stays silent and looks down in shame. 


Derrick then turns to look at Penelope. "If that's all a lie, then why did you keep quiet?" He 
questions Penelope. "You should've told us the truth! That way you won't-" 


"I did." Penelope cuts him off. "I did. Many times. But you never believed me. And the butler 
even corroborated what Reynold said." She throws a scathing glance to Pennel, whose face 
turns paler as Penelope stares him down. 


"Milady, I-" 


"Quiet." Penelope's command shuts everyone up. "Just remember that at the time you 
accused me of theft, I was just a twelve year old, illiterate girl who didn't even know the 
value of a necklace." 


She then stands up from her seat, and looks out to the scenery outside the window. The clear, 
blue sky greets her eyes, and the sun rays fall down through the glass ceiling on one side of 
the dining room, casting glints of light to her dagger. Her eyes look at the weapon and the 
blood that runs on it, courtesy from her slit finger. She sees her own reflection stares back at 
her through the blade. Her turquoise eyes look so tired, but at the same time, resigned. 


She then smiles at the people in front of her, and she brings the dagger to her throat, drawing 
gasps and shouts from her audience. 


"Penelope!" The Duke shouts as he approaches her, but Penelope's hand that is pressing the 
blade on her jugular stops him from going further. 


"Father," Penelope starts, "Why are you making a face like that?" She questions. The Duke's 
face is filled with worry, panic, and other kinds of emotions that Penelope never sees on him 
before. 


"Penelope, dear. Please stop this." He begs. "Put away the dagger. I beg you." He adds 
desperately. Penelope frowns as he hears those words. The Duke, begging, and calling her 
'dear'? 


Maybe the Penelope before her epiphany will jump in joy hearing that, but the Penelope now 
feels nothing. Instead, she feels more and more tiredness seeping through her bones. 


"No." She answers firmly. "No, I won't." 


She then looks away from the Duke to really see the others. Her brothers, standing not too far 
from the Duke, are also sporting the same worries on their faces. She scans the other 
occupants of the room. Emily is still on the ground, sniffling and looking at Penelope in tears. 
For the first time in her time at the duchy, she sees that Pennel looks lost, unsure of what to 
do. The maids and servants are also looking at her, curiously waiting for her next move. She 
bets they are eager to tell the story to others; because that's what they do every time Penelope 
throws a tantrum. 


Fine. I'll give them the story of the century. 


"If I say I'm tired, will you believe me?" She asks no one in particular. Her mind is flashing 
with the mistreatment that she has endured ever since she came to this place. All the 
disrespect, all the abuse... 


"Yes! Yes, we believe you. That's why, Penelope, please put that dagger away, and come 
here." The Duke answers hurriedly. "We can talk it out. I'll buy you anything that you want, 
okay?" He proposes. 


Penelope laughs out loudly as she hears what the Duke has said. Really, now? 


"You're a liar, do you know that?" Penelope looks at her adopted father, the man who 
promises her happiness, but in the end becomes an accomplice that contributes to her 
suffering. 


"You said that I don't need to worry about anything anymore." The Duke takes a sharp breath 
hearing that. "But ever since I came here, all I do is worry every day." 


She now looks at Derrick. "I worry that I will make mistakes and tarnish our family's 
reputation." 


Her gaze moves to Reynold. "I worry about the insults and the mockery thrown at me." 


She takes a deep breath. "I worry about my food. I worry about my clothes. I worry about 
everything, because it seems I was never right in your eyes." She chuckles bitterly. "No 
wonder people call me The Mad Dog of Eckhart. Anyone who lives their life like that will 
definitely turn mad." 


She looks up at the glass ceiling above her. The sunlight showers her face with warmth. In 
the distance, she can hear birds chirping happily, unaware of the event unfolding here. She 
savors those sounds, the warmth that basks her; knowing very well there won't be next time. 


She takes a deep, calming breath, and presses the dagger more strongly on her neck. She can 
feel the blood dripping from her neck, staining her dress. 


"You keep saying that I'm a failure; that all I do always brings shame to the family." She 
continues. "You know what? I will give you a real shame." 


She takes one last look at her so-called family, and finally takes the final move. 


This is the end. 


She only feels a slight, sharp pain. As she falls down backward to the seat, she can hear 
various screams of people shouting her name. The next thing she registers is someone 
holding her, and a hand pressing on her neck; a futile attempt of trying to stop the blood 
oozing from her neck. Someone shouts for the doctor, while others request for cloth or 
bandages. It is a total chaos. 


Through her blurry visions, she can make out the Duke's face in front of her, face full of 
worry and his mouth moving. Then she can see Derrick, his face in pure terror, probably 
thinking of the damage control he needs to do later to save the family's name. At last, she can 
see Reynold on her left, tears falling down his face. She frowns a little at that, confused as to 
why he does that. 


But, hey, it's no longer important. She closes her eyes, forces her lips to smile, and enjoys the 
numbness that creeps from the tips of her finger, to her whole body. 


Finally, she's free. 


End Notes 


Aut inveniam viam aut faciam: "I shall either find a way or make one." 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


